A Sea Architecture

diapering, as well. The colours are shaded or mottled: they are
stippled in a myriad tiny dots: they shake like a curled fringe: or
imitate the squares and lozenges of a chessboard.

As for their heads, every one of these fine blades or popinjays
has a mane of fair hair reaching down to his shoulders and his
locks are crowned by a little rakish cap, put jauntily on one side
of his head. The cap has nearly always a feather jutting out of it,
so that the whole mass of young men, taken together, give the
effect of a pheasantry. The cockscomb attitudes in which they
stand, in pride of their plumage, lend an even stranger air of im-
probability to their movements, For the whole length of the
quays is peopled by them. They have come out in their hundreds,
in all finery, to watch the embarcation.

This is so near to their houses that it might almost be at their
windows. These have no panes of glass, no mirrors to reflect
the ships, but the wooden shutters are thrown wide open and the
sunlight is so fierce upon the walls that the empty spaces of the
windows are mere dark and empty blanks. It is as though nothing
lay behind them. They are blind eyes in this city of facades. For
all the palaces have fronts of coloured marble, and there is not a
house that is not a palace. It is the most fanciful of architectures,
built according to the inventions of the sea, with the whorls and
flutings of the seashells. In effect, it is as fresh and coloured as
those live dwellings left by the morning tide upon the sands,
with horned inhabitants who creep back, at a footfall, into their
shells and must mourn their covering of water. These pakces,
then, have sprung up in a night upon the marble quays. They
have balconies and domes that reach up into the pleasant breezes
to the height of the flapping sail, and above it. And these balconies
are thronged with spectators who stand still in their excitement,
or are leaning on the rugs and tapestries that are draped upon the
balustrades. Sometimes, at the corner of a balcony, there is an
orangetree in a terracotta tub, like a little tree strung with lan-
terns. There are, even, faces peering out between the leaves,
half-hidden by the fruit. One or two brave spirits have climbed
out upon the lead of the domes; and they cling perilously to each
other as though about to slip from the earth's circumference, for
it seems to revolve beneath them, following the curves of the
cupola on which they are sprawling.
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